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“amelie gives excellent advice with = 
twinkle in ber eye" sald Profesor Lang 
aryly.. “Her own life is hardly one of 
‘concentrated effort. She has started 
‘everything from bal maaqués and travel 
to literary colonies and old lace elle 
ons, ad sho has fininbed nothing. The 
Jam factory, I believe, was Amele's sole 
‘ventare for making money; the others 


turned then and roet his eyes femly— 
‘was there ever anythiog—?" 

“Never!” answered Profesor Lang 
‘esti. 

‘She was a very lovely ge they aay” 

“But wiltal and flighty—epoled.” 

“Well only thought there might— 
Don't you ever get lonesome, Uncle 
Heney?™ 

“My dear Lois, 1am too busy to be 
Yonesame; all my life Tve been too busy. 


‘you're going to ast foul again and 
Yulesr—" "He coughed, glanced polnt- 
cdly atthe dock. 

‘The gifs bread face turned slowly 
cred, "'m not sare Yast I ean goon with 
SU" she burst out passionately. "Tm 
‘not sure that & voration—knives and 
esteties—eometimes I feel that I've 


ot to have warmth and color and—and 
lover* 

He offered her no slightet encour. 
genet. 

“Wont you—iet me off, Uncle Henry? 
1 ean make It 


‘you have two more years in medic 
‘al athool. After that pour lifes your 
‘own. It Ia nat been easy for 

Profesor Lang fitted the ips of his n- 
azrs together, summing It up. “No, my 
dear, Tregeet that this Ung as come 
up, but Tve no Intention of letting you 
of. You're a sensible person—a woman 
‘of course, bet even a woman can eat 
(quer herself. You're hysterical now. 
Ir you'd lke to get away, a holiday at 
the seashore—Kennebunk, say, oF Cape 
(Cod—t think team manage. “And now, 


Ihad been the Title Inekdent of Keats: 
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Profesor Lang had not kown that Lots 
Sndulged in Keats, but that very ffer- 
‘oon, inthe ving 200m, be ad picked 
up a marked copy of that syrup effu- 
son "The Boe of Saint agnes, which 
Lie td left open on the tale Prom 
the psket of ho tem vee Jacket, he 
drew out the Ite limp Teather volume 
fd permitted himeelé to fling © com= 
femptoously upon his dail, Of the 
poets, Milton, Pope and Gray were is 
Favorites, Kata waa hs abomination. 
Henry Lang wasn't a man to sep aside 
and shit own brothers daughter 
‘ake mest of het fe, Mx Stephens, 
‘wae who was in jam? Jam, forsooth 
“hte icy sweetness of ft! On his 
‘wm table, jar was nt taerated except 
‘when Lait wan home, and then only 
‘andaré breakfast mande 

‘One thing a a time dome well—Sur- 
gory, chT=Very good! People lke 
‘Krlio Stephens who tet cit to gopble 
‘he ward ended by gobbling nothing at 
ll. For himself now, he eld honestly 
ay be vas enocenfl: mosesty alming 
fo higher than Ablative Absolute, be 
Tin chewed thers thoroughly and seal 
Awd them somplatalys and now Riz 
‘ook, a most thorough, competent work. 

"He nas Professor of Latin n he Ue 
Univesity of Dunkirk, Latin was the 
business of his life; he contributed oc- 
‘asim papers af phllaiogy toa certain 
fearnel monthly, and inthe past, ne bad 
walt a masterly, exhaustive thing on 
the Ablative Absolute. Ist his diver. 
Som war not Latin straight, but oe 
Eatin in English erature, and the one 
sad adventure of his life was a great 
fome entitled Clasie nftuences om 
‘Minor English Poet of the Ninetecth 
entry, & long, dl, seblarly work, 


‘pon which be squandered ton god 
sears ad the round um of ten thoi 
and toliars—over half of his private 
orture—payed ut to a doubtal pub- 
Isher. Now, after cousless delays 
orring to the war and printing cond 
long the ylomie was acto be pub 
lished. ‘Tonight marked the end of ls 
labors Tk was exceedingly Smportant 
that the proof for this st chapter 
shoulé bo: gone over and sent out at 
fonee. Teas very upsetting. Just when 
fthiowement, he was” feding, merely 
Feates. 

arly the rstlenness was his own 
‘ucltbe admited that be sbould noe 
have drink the coffee parla i 
‘wae Martha's fa For dinner there 
Thad heen maple mousse on top of 
‘ereamad  sweetbreads—Loi's favorite 

hes in place of the tsual Friday 
hight fish and cup-custard: certainly 
foo rkh by far! He must speaie to 
Marlla. Then, to, the whole atmos: 
bese the rom was wore for settled 
Study. Deep upholstered chairs, soft 
Ihanefa pllowe—be noted the laxerl- 
‘ou dela with deapproval Professor 
natives hard. He prefered the bate, 
‘hiterashed space of his old study tn 
tho diapidated catage Be had rented 
for years. This was, ors of Ms 
Stephens’ houses, which they had taken 
ornshed ata rent 50 idiulously low 
‘hat Lois ad said they couldnt afford 
forpassit by. Tony the ettage hade't 
acme to epidated—he regretted. 

Profesor Henry Burt Leng made no 
Ines demands on ie, His wants wore 
few enough; peace and guiet water 
Arawnon the minute for his partis 
rorning plunge, porridge and tea for 
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Dreskfast, a pocket flashlight always the careful scholarliness and finished 
ready by his bedside in caso he should etall in all things lassie, 
‘want to make jottings. He liked things "Professor Lang had certain pet 
‘hat offered some resistance—required phrases of pale for literature: "ad 
stiffnees in military broshos, He ex- mlrable reatrant,” "balanced," wniver- 
‘ected his red Kidney beans on Satur- al” “ebastening of geniue;” and cer- 
‘Gay; he insisted upon the dally pressing tain scathing phrases of eriticlam; "re- 
‘of bis sults—alnce there ware always gretable emotionalism,” ” ‘epeavling 
‘three suits snd he alternated there was formlensnesy’”” “intensely personal” 
to excose for not having ove of them “yensuous”" Tennyson's Ie Memoriam, 
always freshly erensed; bo Tked Wis he cbjected to ana patholocical stay of 
rillctost in a certain plain white bowl grief, in very bad taste. Hix favorite 
and is fen im a certain earthen teapot. ietum was, “A man does not talk large- 
So bis days moved. along well-worn ly about those things on which he feels 
sereoves, and ia attention was not most deeply. 
Claimed by the trivial; the machinery ""y short, Professor Lan’s was a lite 
‘of life was subordinated. One had only tle life, competently lived to the last 
‘to know his litle pet aversions and anl- ete fiip of a whisk Broom, a life oat 
‘mesities, and to avold them. ‘Salts and of the worl, that might have been lived, 
‘peppers that caked and would not work, with very few changes, in any time oF 
poled a meal for him. Rush and burry age, “Rigld, austere, purltanieal™-but 
irritated him; to so him walking down for his personal fastdiousness, Henry 
‘Main atret, briefcase in hand, a 8e- Tang was of the stuff old monks are 
‘tached mld-Vietorian gentleman in stiff ade of. If romance had ever touched 
derby and silken scarf, made Main him, no ene knew i 
‘treet seem a Ite vulgar. He dstited "Now be underscored a word, made a 
SMained “glans windows, OPistmat, nervous note onthe margin ofthe root, 
fringe, incense, that paling, The Pot Pinay he tccod to filthe bowl of his 
‘of Bas, and motorcycle, pipe carefully with the finest grade of 
Iaih, Imported tobaceo... Ake that 
was better! He took up hle pene, But 
sor Lang had no patience with the un- presently he was tarning over the pages 
fxpected—last minute dinner invitay of the litle Kents volume, murmuring 
tons, gueste who dropped in. He re- pasages that Lats had firmly under 
cored! 
‘Pull on this easement shone the 
‘wintry moon, 
Interfere with Ie And'threw warm gules on Madeline's 
‘As a clasielst, there was nothing of fair breast,  « 
the pagan love of beauty in ims he was 
of the Stoie schol, not of the epicurean, “And stil she slept an axuretidded 
Tt was not the broad flowing lies of «sleepy 
‘Winged Vietory that delighted him, bat In blanched linen, smooth and lavene 
rather the exactness of the language, "dev, 
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‘While he frm forth the closet brought 
‘hear 
Of eandied spye,quine and plum, and 
With joes smoother than the ereamy 
rd, 
‘And lucent eyrops, tet wEh cinns- 
Purple patches! Bah! ‘The cvom was 
fling, that was fe. He roe, threw 
‘pen the long window. A male, uh 
fight. = indian sammer warmth, 
‘ray odors of ripened apples, fresh- 
Fersshed-in sefpw moon beyond the 
ow of poplar. Surely this ight ale 
‘would not bring on his Pheu 
‘They bad quarrled humoresly over 
‘dirty Halon family, ho rerembered, 
‘Astle wae aleage “datng tennis 
‘ings for indigent liana tr gener- 
‘us income flowed through ber finger 
Uke water. For himself, be was = 
‘horoughgoing Greek, blivedineatare 
fe an end in self and inthe rights of 
the privileged few worried sot about 
abe laborers; tae appals to his 
sympathy let him ead, though he gave 
‘Eenerously to eorain abstract charities 
fhat appealed ta his reason. Amiie’s 
‘havtes and Ber mode of Ife wee ute 
ely Inconsltest, aoe ha plated out 
toler. She ws affecting igo Spanish 
‘combs and extravagant cream ace atthe 
time . He realed a eeriain great 
vsvel riding habit with fon shit, 
Thich she had worn’. =A daring 
Forsewoman. Amie had been 
Im! "Ht wan the might and Gat thing 
Lie was playing of there inthe music 
‘oom! normaly Lols plaged marcel 
snusle with afm auch, "for the good 


of her aout" laughingly, but to-night t 
Sra tomething sft and deveing— 
Tromehine and springtime with + 26m 
Uiswatal wb in ie-and her Cngers wore 
arsbng the notes That apd ome ee 


Svesweetness =. Ab, the Tite pot 
ff hyacinths. < | Martha. aad her 
feral bal 


He too hlmwel my In and, went 
back to ls desk, Twas perhaps Teck 
of exercise—he was a tle weary from 
‘0 long sitting. Hod do forty cunts 
with the dumb-bls tonight, be re 
felted. "Profestor Lang preferred det 
Ing to exerlse aba saving of time, but 
a ertain increasing roundness to the 
‘egon of the belt was exying aloud for 
‘eingent mensores. Of iat, he'd taken 
fn a new serie af extrises for the 
omach-~ratherseenuous; be daibted 
‘hen, he would ge them 8 thorough 
‘ryt 

‘A change was what he relly needed. 
We had dno day for near ten 
yeas, had spent Ue long summer vace- 
library, pouring over ld sourcebook 
att be found inthe Tite brary of 
Duakinle Now that the book wa ale 
‘ott ready, he cold sfford a vets 
‘walking trp say oF 2 te epling jaunt 
Through the Berkshires. Meantime, he 
"realy must be hurying this prot 

‘But at the moment Profesor Lang 
‘ecrme aware of @-Ssturbance and 
Tooled up, amazed and outrage, to die 
‘over a young man in chanffear's very 
Standing inthe open Preneh wind. 

“youl pardantme Sir, but themald 
ai 

{gave Martha expliet orders" 

“The mad sald you were not st home, 
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101 took the liberty. Miss Stephens ix 
waiting outside inher ear.” (Pro- 
{eeor Lang recognized him now—a boy 
‘whom Blas Stephens had befriended, c- 
cording to towa talk) She asks you to 
ide wither” 

“My dear young man, you will tell 
‘Mins Stephens Tam very torry— 

“I think you'd best humor her, Sie.” 
‘There was something extraordinary 
‘convincing about his quiet manner. 

“Whimsy!” muttered Professor Lang. 
‘Tve important work. «Tm tot ac- 
customed to having my peace Well, 
well well Is ievegular. Justa short 
torn, mind. My other coat—" 


‘The hour, Amélie, and Its a heavy 
‘dew he expostlated, 
“Curfew has run.” she assented, “bat 


(Canal Road, Horer,and—lt it out?” 

It was the low, trained voce he re- 
membered, a shade thinner pechaps 
(Gad, how lightly the years touched her 
She’ was shitehaired now, yet still 
Slender, amazingly young; he peered at 
her, resting there among cashion, bat 


on the breakfast table a white rose in 
a sllver vase—that give meaning to the 
big things, don't you think? Pe been 
1, you know." 

“Bat ought you—P" 

"Oh, nothing » 11 be—all right di- 
eet" 

"They rode on tn silence that began to 
sot on hla nerves, "Taw Dire, Barrow 
the ether day" he offered conversaton= 
ally, rather at alos, 

itm, a hat like 9 bad orange tond- 
oa ahe mas: *no tat, ever, About 
‘Max and your nice, Henry - 

“He's a incurable romantcit, ek? 

‘Tm afraid so. He ries early for 
sles of warm mile: she's remarkably 
pretty, the milmaid. He prefers his 
MMrawberries, fresh from the garden 
‘with the dew on them—and the grit. He 
plays Truth. He bays impolsive, de- 
Hight gts: pet rabbit 
‘And Loi, she's an Incurable classes?” 

“Huh, not incurable," he admit 


the sett swathings of a vell Iertatingly erumpily 


‘conceled her... Velled women, Bah! 
Se Arabian Nights! trumpery! 

Profesor Lang sat upright ngsinst 
seductive upholstery. “We lad never 
Tearned to abandon himselt to the Joy 
fof riding: bie wn rating little car, be 
regarded always with suspicion, and 
Tet, forthe most part, to Lois; thoagh 
certainly this smeeth-purring monster 
‘ras les datateful 

“Julie was reading from the Book of 
ob to me, I had to get out—the cure 


brier patch (Darn it, he needed his 
flashlight for this sort of thing! She 
was the kind of et who vent you off 
after water ies on a geology trip. He 
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‘hal scen that in tine, Were you cote 
czatrating on Minor Poets of the Nin= 
tenth Contry, ahe wool as ke a= 
‘or switch you to 8 wildgaoce chate 
‘er the Brontes ora ehiffns!) 

He came back with his feet wet aud 
‘his hands full and abe reached out both 
Ihads fo him. "The fragrance of them” 
she breathed, pushing back her vell and 
barsng er fae 0 hm. Ou 
Iieratly’ she crushed the eeapes, 
fed them out al roping Joe, for 
im to sel, 

"Laay"be protested aghast, “if you're 
‘ot going to ct then. 

"No, Tm not—hungry:"_ She did st 
applies she semi not t notice tat 
the purple Juice war dripping over Bi 
treuser legi—and all-and-pepper one, 
‘really good sit 
then she fang the grapes away, dried 
her hands on hor Sundkerchie, spoto 
‘hmghtfully: “You know, T've alwars 
fone" humorously. "IE werent top 
lactating might say ve stayed ft 
falta yon. 

“But I never ask you to slay faith 
{alo ey" he mattered ieritbly. 

“The time I played at ove with you~ 

‘Profesor Lang dd 

“T frightned you off. If Ya only 
‘gone on playing erBbage with you, ve 
Imighe have been laying eribbage t= 
ster to this day." Love is mostly ie 
fm ion it? And Basin all thre 
“Atany rate, you've missed aot, Henry 
{oc one thing, perf lite dinners with 
filet of tle, roast venison, wines—" 

"Tm earefahaboct my dinners now." 
sid Profecor Lang uncomfortably. 


“Okt Mash snd milly served Toke 


cinnamon toast 1 
he growee. "Bad 


for the Blo” 
“Thank heaven, Ive never hd to wor 


‘ways been gon. 1's been prety dra 
{our fe, Herry dear, bat een te most 
tterf-fct day haa ite rai pate 
(F two at last a purplish moment 
{oward the end of the day when the set- 
ting sun tures ploughed felde—taven- 
er. Mlusion to, but wha of it? 
“now f= Ive done eversthing 
‘Theres the seroplane, skimming over 
moonlit lands by night—Tve_tlssed 
hat Ad there’ stil the Sesth Sox 
Tolands But everyting elo «Riding 
‘ona bus dow Fifth Avenue or sharp 
fight with the ire of eof hanging 
fis from stop windows, se-ereen, 
Coral. Gypring tthe tinking tone 
ffm charcoal fire» - iiding theough 
‘darknens Ine gondola. ‘There was the 
‘tummer I peat alone nthe Nerhvoods 
the plashing of water against ck like 
the murmuring oF people's voles: nine 
ones burang, glowing red, dying 10 
fsvlevender and crumpling—t misted 
you that summer. And all the sem 
fons" She was apeaking rapidly, al> 
ost fevernty. "ve plete: fal, 
nd fur oildduee flying ato «wang 
Soon: wine and. the sharp black 
Branches of ees against Tenn sun- 
st; springtime, and the white lace of 
ferry Bless against a grey stone 
Wwide—"T've the material for forty 
rovels—and Tl never rit one. Youve 
the material for two grammars, and 
you'll write them both, painsakingly, 
Adoquatey. 1 rather have-ay forty 
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Cashions, 

“Amie, you're overdoing!” As she 
leaned her head back, he saw her face 
Aimy, realized, with a shock, Bow very 
frail she was, "You're alioye over 
ing —" 

“Only — spending my life, You 
kmow—?" He had fo Teas forward to 
catch the words, 

My Candle burns st both ends; 

twill not lat the night; 

it ah, my foes and oh, my friends— 
‘ives a lovely lpht!” 
Liquid outpourings of the soul!” she 
chuckled; “you hate them. Hash?” 

‘They struck a bridge with a harsh 
latering of boards; then the road was 
‘again flowing smoothly away beneath 
them. Professor Lang became aware 
‘that they were speedin! 

“Faster,” Amie marmured, 

They skimmed the erest of 8 i, 
ropped down. "Good lord, the curve!” 
Ihe shouted, bracing lmself for the 
crash. Bat no crash came. 

“Be stil. Close your eyes." Amélie 
slid her and into his 

“Madness! Welt pileup in a ditch” 
he protented weakly. 

‘er hand was very chil and be drew 
it into the warmth of hls bie pocket. 
‘Then, in a moment of amazing tender- 
ness for ber, be relaxed. Lishts, re- 
‘lected in the dark waters ofthe eanal, arm 
Diurring past them , . . Smooth warm 
‘alr with little waves of daenpnes ia the 
valleys... . Odors, plesant and un- 
‘pleasantmosky, fungous odors and 
‘odors of earthy frultfalness—blending 
fo Head nover nen anything more 


Dpeautful than the mist over that 
swamp: by daylight, be remembered, it 
‘was a hideous bog of rotting stumps. 

“The moon is more—moony toward 
morning.” she said deeamlly; "pale, 
‘ater, more undiluted 

“Ie good tobe alive" breathed Henry 
Tang. 

“Yer—fen't #7” Te was the merest 

‘Scenes from the past came to him i 
pletures; Lols I a litle hat with 
ockade, on her fat pony; eallege bays, 
fn etodent volanter uniforms, patiently 
Ailing onthe campus; young Amélie at 
the melodeen; an old white-baired 
‘couple coming down the stret, arm ie 
‘arm, atthe clove ofa golden September 
day. “His fingers twined themselves 
Highly about Amel 

“The harsh screeching of a whistle 
lurid ftames cleaving the darkxess, di 
Im his enry and biting snake in hs 
they wore rushing down the night In 
maniacal race with a train, and Pro- 
fentor Lang’ heart leapt forward inthe 
‘ist real thrill of his life. "Faster? « 
the chuckled. "There's the. crossing 
aabead—" Te was very real danger. 
‘There was a moment of keen, sharp fus- 
pense, when the train wan crashing 
own upon them, but i did not happen. 
‘They cleared the eroming, the sll 
whistle came wavering back to them 
‘over far hills, ands clear road and peace 
‘etched once more before them. 

‘An old ma and an old woman, eatin 

. Lalled to-a sate of vague 

‘coutionlom auch an he. sbhored, 
Henry Lang lost himself fn the poetry 
‘of mere motion almost he was feeling 
rildly lyrical. Hotly he realized that 
‘the abominable thing he was hummlng 
‘was Sileer Threeds Among the Gali. 
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Amélie would be smiling In the dark. 
Yow be Joining In on the chorus,” he 
ssid, with attempted irony. 

‘Amélie answered nothing at all. She 
was lesning against him slightly, her 
Tread dropping over as though she had 
fallen asleep; ber fingers were cool, 
‘With a sudden movement, Henry Lane 
bent over her, pat outa hand to her face, 
We managed an inarticulate ery to the 
‘young chauffeur 

‘na it—over, Sie? Didn't you know 
be was—dying? There's a house here, 
Tehlsk ss 

Sometime later a rather disheveled 
Profesor Lang stepped inte his own 
stay, scowled atthe purple grape 
stains. "He frowned at the dregs of 
fatfee in the small cup . . Coffee in 
Wis blood he should not have drunk it, 


‘midnieht with no pain!" mattered Pro- 
fessor Lang. “Lord, Keats again!” 
‘Messy, dying on his hands Tike that: 
he might have stayed decently at home 
thee own bed. 2e would fini sith 
his nightcap on, 10 to speak, and his 


papers sorted and filed sway in good 
Order. Yet rather splendid, that last 
‘mad, poriousadventoring ito death—t 

“Lol paused In the doorway, which he 
hhad left open, stared st his muddy 
shoes. “Where have you been?” she 
‘wondered. 

"Wild grapes” he murmured vague- 
ly. Martha must send It to the clear 
evs, Where have you been?” 

Atle ride with—Mux. Good night 
then, Uncle.” 

“Hild on™ He fidgeted with a pene 
iL. "Understand. 1 don't approves i 
foothardy—worse, rank emotionalism 
‘You give up everything you've beta 
striving toward for twenty-five years. 
Marry him if you mast. But clove the 
ddoor—shere’s a draft” 

Te was very stil in the room. . 
Nothing bot the ticking of the clock, 
fever, to keep him company. Had she 
loved him then? "She had laughed, but 
she must have known she was dying a 
the had come for him. Amélie Stephens 
= Amélie... He ait hunched over 
hhc desk dreaming, until all the world 
‘was asleep and there was ony the che 
lng of erickets, Atlength be pled him 
self erect, smoothed out the proot for 
his final chapter. He had never is his 
lite been vo tired . . . Yet with haste, 
hhe might finish before morning. 


